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anthem in the tongue of the Pharaohs, the bridegroom wore
a head-dress which suggested Mohammedanism, with a cope
that might have been worn by St. Athanasius, and the evening
dress of modern civilisation, with a pair of glasses that once
suggested America. The bridesmaids, on the other hand,
were as near Paris as they could be. And it was upon this
fantasy in origins that the saints and fathers of the Egyptian
Church gazed from their aged ikons through an ascending
mist of incense.

Among the dignitaries with whom I sat were the Bishop
of Tanta, the Bishop of Jerusalem, and the acting Bishop of
Khartum. They wore black soutanes with silver pectoral
crosses, and on their heads were the tight black turbans of
the Coptic priesthood. The ceremony was a long and
interesting one. The bishops rose one after the other to say
prayers or to deliver long and powerful exhortations. A
member of the laity read from the Scriptures in Arabic with
considerable dramatic force; and I thought how strange it
was to see a man in a tarbush reading lessons in a church.
Between every prayer, and at the conclusion of the lessons,
the choir, led by a young man who quietly beat time with one
finger, plunged into long, harsh anthems. The sound of the
triangle and the rhythmic beat of cymbals, which accom-
panied all the quicker anthems, lent an air of paganism to the
scene. There were two choirmen in particular who might
have come straight from a painting in any tomb of ancient
Egypt. They had the same lips, noses, and almond eyes, and
their hands, I noticed, were extraordinarily slender and
well-shaped.

The bride was fanned throughout the ceremony by one of
her maids. This bridesmaid was dark and slender, her face
neat, round, and slightly negroid, with pouting lips, a type
seen on the walls of certain i8th Dynasty Theban tombs.
The dancers in the tomb of Nacht are the type I am trying
to describe, and so are the women in the festive fresco in the
British Museum, the one which depicts the full-face figures
and the two naked girl tumblers. As this girl stood moving
the ostrich feathers and gazing beyond the candle-light with
dark, deer-like eyes, I thought that Chairman probably looked
like that when she fanned her mistress in Alexandria.